The Fine Green (Short Story) 
By Dominic Black 


Stanley Davis was outside mowing his lawn on a sunny Saturday afternoon. This 
was the first time he has had a day off work in about two years; he had been laid off three hours 
prior. A cigarette sat on the edge of his mouth as he pushed the Toro mower up and down the 
yard in steady streaks. Ever since he was 12, he mowed lawns. It was the only thing that gave 
him a steady income at the time. His parents were sluggish rats that did not provide, so he 
always took it upon himself to knock on people’s doors and ask to mow their lawn for them. This 
allowed him the chance to buy his first car, buy his first apartment, and get his own office job. 
His “wonderful” job, however, lasted him two measly years until he was laid off without warning. 
All it took were his boss’s seven words until he shot up out of his chair and gave his boss the 
beauty finger. “Sorry pal, we gotta let you go.” Were the disgusting words that stuck with him. 


The mower continued to give off its low grumble as Stanley pushed it down the yard. Out 
of the corner of his eye, he saw one of his neighbors walking their dog. The neighbor smiled 
happily and lifted the palm of his hand to give a friendly wave. Stanley gave a forced half-smile 
and continued to mow as he puffed on his cigarette. Once he reached the old peeling fence that 
separated his property line from his neighbor’s, he shifted the lawnmower 90 degrees and 
began to mow in a direction perpendicular to where he was originally mowing. By now, he only 
had one more strip left to mow, so he pushed the mower back and forth until all the grass was 
cut evenly. Covered in sweat, Stanley shoved the lawnmower forward and it shut off without 
giving any hesitation. He flicked what was left of his cigarette into the grass and walked to his 
porch where a plastic patio chair awaited him. He sat there and reached deep down into his 
pant pocket until he found a single Marlboro. He did not delay himself from lighting up the 
cigarette. Cigarettes were the only thing that could keep his mind from being fucked in the 
moment. 


Out of the corner of his eye, Stanley caught a glimpse of someone leaning on his light 
post. It appeared to be a man who was about 6 '5 and very skinny. The man brought his hand 
up and smoked a cigarette, then brought it down from his mouth again. Stanley made eye 
contact with the man, and the man began to walk over to him. He had a creepy, unhuman-like 
smile that crept across his pale face. “Howdy.” The man said loudly. “What do you want?” 
Stanley asked the man. The man frowned, then said, “You looked sad, so | thought you might 
want some fine green. I'll fly you a good deal, too.” Stanley felt a very unsettling feeling take 
over him, but he was under quite a bit of stress now anyway. “Fine, I'll give you a twenty for 
eight.” Stanley murmured quietly. The man had an evil twinkle in his eyes, and he spit towards 
the sidewalk, then said, “Sure, that'll work. | go by Jimbo if you ever need me again.” Jimbo 
reached into his jeans pocket, then handed eight loose rolls of marijuana smokes to Stanley. 


“Thanks man, now get the hell outta here before | call the cops.” Stanley said as he handed the 
man twenty. The man grinned creepily one last time, then headed down the sidewalk and 
disappeared around the fence. Stanley looked unsurely at the eight joints which lay in his hand. 
He stared up at the bright sun, then back down at the cracking wooden porch. He stared over 


towards his table, then grabbed a small lighter from the top of it. He held it in his hand until he 
was interrupted by his son, Jack. “Dad, where’s the TV remote?” His son glared down at the 
joint he held in his hand, and then said, “Sure hope that aint marijuana.” Stanley sighed, then 
said, “Jack, It ain't marijuana, and | don’t know where the damn remote is, don’t bother me 
about it.” Jack stared out at the lawn, then walked back inside and closed the screen door 
behind him. 


Quickly, Stanley lit up the joint and smoked it shortly. It was the most unusual feeling he had 
ever experienced. He felt extremely relaxed, and everything turned wavy around him. A terrible 
craving sensation took over him. He had to get more and as much as possible. He inhaled a 
huge amount of the smoke, then breathed it all out in front of him. Everything around him turned 
gray, and he began to feel very drowsy. He shot up, then shoved his body weight onto the 
banister in front of him. He tried to push himself off, but he just did not have the strength to do it. 
Without hesitation, Stanley stumbled down the two wooden stairs and hit his head on the 
sidewalk. Everything around him faded to black, and he lost his consciousness. 


The sun beat down brightly on the freshly mowed grass. Two cop cars with flashing lights came 
by to look at the possible homicide case. Two big officers stepped out of their cars at the same 
time, and they all walked over to where Stanley Davis lay, dead on his porch. Someone had 
stabbed him to death hours before, and his own son was the first person to see and report him 
dead. 


“Damn, this is some pretty risky business.” Officer Reagan said as he lit up his own cigarette. 
Officer Madden walked around the body. “Yeah, | don’t know who would leave a body out like 
this for an innocent boy to see, it’s terrible.” Officer Reagan said as he got down on his knees. 
He put on a rubber glove, then searched the dead man’s pockets. “Well, | think we got 
something.” Officer Reagan said as he pulled out seven joints. “Yeah, it’s always the drug 
dealers.” The Officer Madden commented as he stared at the smokes. “There might be more to 
it, | know what I’m doing.” Officer Reagan responded as he unwound the paper casing around 
the marijuana. He stared thoroughly at the marijuana, then sniffed it very lightly. He instantly fell 
back onto the ground and his head was practically pushed into the grass. 


The officer’s eyes were bloodshot and his face was cherry red. He was kicking his feet up and 
down helplessly as he tried to stand back up. “H-H-el.” He muttered through a strained voice. 
He was practically choking, and he continued to flop around like a beached fish. Officer Madden 
almost immediately ran over to his car and shouted into the radio, “officer down!”, but by then it 
was too late. Officer Reagan lay lifeless on the ground. “Shit.” He yelled as he began to run 
towards the house. 


Officer Madden climbed up the small steps that led to the porch, then looked back to where the 
two bodies were. The body of Stanley was missing, and a pool of blood was left where he once 
laid. “The hell?” he said to himself as he walked into the house. “Son, there’s something bad 
going on, we have got to get you outta here.” The officer yelled at Jack. “What?” Jack asked in 
shock as he stared up. “Something bad is going on, we have to get out of here NOW!” Jack 
looked at him in utter shock as if he did not understand what the officer was saying. 


The sound of glass shattering was heard from across the house. Loud rubbery footsteps 
pounded onto the carpeted bedroom. “We go now!” Officer Madden screamed as he grabbed 
Jack. He ran them both over towards the front door, but immediately stopped in their tracks as 
the possessed body of officer Reagan stood in the doorway. Jack and Officer Madden slowly 
backed up until they reached the kitchen. Officer Reagan continued to stand lifeless and 
motionless in the doorway. Loud footsteps continued to clank as they moved closer and closer 
to where Jack and Officer Madden were standing. Jack shot his head back and stared into his 
father’s bloody eyes. 


Stanley stood in the living room with a bloody switchblade in his right hand and a freshly lit joint 
in his left. “Please dad, no.” Jack said as he shrunk behind the kitchen counter. Officer Madden 
leaned over towards Jack and said, “Take one of my guns and don’t hesitate to use it.” Jack 
nodded and swallowed dryly. The officer reached into his belt and pulled out another pistol. He 
held it shakily in his right hand, then raised his arm up to aim at the possessed cop which stood 
in the doorway. 


The possessed cop immediately lifted his arm up to reveal a pistol. He shot Officer Madden five 
times in a lifeless manner, and then he dropped onto the floor in a cloud of dust. “No.” Jack cried 
helplessly as he climbed closer to the corner of his kitchen. Both his father and Officer Reagan 
began to step stiffly towards him. 


Jack stared up at the kitchen counter where he saw a small window. He shot at it five times 
before it shattered all around the pane. “Come here son.” Stanley spoke rigidly towards his son. 
“Go to hell.” Jack said as he shot his father’s dead body ten times. The body did not drop. In 
fact, it stayed standing and stared at Jack as it bled out onto the freshly swept carpet. “Please 
no!” Jack said as he climbed onto the counter towards the window. Rapid firing was heard 
behind him as he climbed out of the window. Jack cried out in pain as he was shot at, then he 
fell to the grass flat on his back. The pain was excruciating, yet he still ran towards his driveway 
as fast as he could. He had two bullet holes through his foot, and every step he took burned 
painfully. 


One of the cop cars was left idling, and Jack grabbed a piece of landscaping stone, then put it 
onto the gas pedal. The car stood straight in front of the house, and the engine was revving 
clamorously. He shoved the shifter into drive, and the car shot off towards the house. The 
possessed cop stood on the porch and stared at the cop car as it drove into the house. The car 
completely obliterated the former officer. A small Toro lawn mower was parked where Stanley 
left it previously that afternoon. Jack pulled the starter cord and the small engine came to life. 


He drove the lawnmower up to the house, and his father’s body was walking out with an open 
switchblade. He started limply charging towards Jack, and he shoved the lawnmower up and it 
began to tear at the legs of his father’s body. Stanley flailed around helplessly in the freshly 
mowed grass. Jack lifted the mower up one last time, then threw it over the upper part of his 
father’s dead body. Red liquid shot all over the green grass, and there was nearly nothing left of 
the body. 


A fire began to take over the house where the cop car was parked. It was burning very rapidly, 
destroying all of the evidence that Jack would have needed to defend his case. He was only a 
16 year old boy, and he did not know what to think anymore. All he had was his father, and now 
he was gone. Without anything else to do, Jack just sat in the grass next to his burning home, 
and waited. The loud sirens were heard in the distance, and people came to see what was 
going on. Six police cars pulled into the driveway, and at this point, there was no more life to live 
anymore. 


